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them, some others did not. On the very week In
which we heard of the massacre at Delhi, the entire
station was suddenly aroused in the dead of the night
by the double discharge of the nine-pounder gun kept
in the Kutcherry compound. In a short time, all the
residents were on the move from their houses, and
were seeking refuge in the large building known as
the Judges' Kutcherry, or Court of Law. The Sikhs
were called out; the gun was loaded with pice, or
copper coin, in default of grape; the Europeans armed
themselves with guns, swords, revolvers, and so forth;
and all was ready for the expected attack. In the
course of the morning, it was discovered that we had
been misled by a false rumour; and therefore, in the
middle of the day, the party broke up, and all went to
their homes.

The excitement in the station increased day by day.
The troops in Benares and in Allahabad threatened lo
break out. In case of a sudden emergency, no one
knew exactly what to do, or where to fly to, as no
place seemed safe. Native troops were in every sta-
tion, and but very few English soldiers were located
even in the posts of greatest importance. Insecurity,
therefore, was everywhere, and security nowhere. There
was much comfort in being able to commit one's-self, on
retiring to rest at night, into the hands of God; but
the night was spent in distressing anxiety, in snatches
of sleep, or in listening to each sound borne from the
half-slumbering city or from the direction of .the
sepoys' lines, and in endeavouring to interpret its